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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.
Myra Maynard, a beautifal helress, In pursned by a band of eriminaly, Known as ths

lack Order, whose object Ia te kill the girl b
er father, & secret member of the Devil Worshippers, may fall to the evil order.

Varn
High

He

in & somonambulistic trauce,

occult means, in order that the legacy of

Arthur

woalthy club man, Is the favored zultar of the girl; im reality he s the tool of
ster of the Biack Order. Dr. Fayson Alden, u brilllant yeung
his practice to devote hia tlme to studies In the occult and the myateries of the unsern.
discevers the comspiracy againat the girl, and saves her from commlitting sulcide swhile
By mecans ef a saclentifically constructed hypnotising machine
Alden releasecs the antral bedy of Myra, which goem In mearch of her peraecutors.

hysiclan, has given

The

Grand Master is informed of this, and in A terrific mental atruggle for the contrel of

Myra's spirit, Alden i3 all but defented by the Master.
the Order and put an end to the nefarious work.
return, and sends her astral body im scarch of him.

Alden determiineca to bremk Into
Myra Is greatly troubled ans to hin safe
The Grand Master Lhypnotizes himaelf,

mnd in the mental fight which follovrs, Myra awakes with the spirit of the Grand Master,

while the Master mow possesses the {nnocent moul of the girl.

The Grand Masmter next

returas 3yra's spirit and recelves his preper Individunlity in return, under circumatancen

which place Myra In his power.
have been killed.
apirit of the Mnaster assuamens mortal form.

But for the timely interference of Dr, Alden, Myra would
Varney plnces m red light in Myra's clothes closet, under wwhich

the
Alden In prepared, however, and under the

vlolet glare of the mercury vapor lamps, which he Inoatalied in Myra's room, the body af

the Manter dematerialized In great ngony.

Dr. Alden's knowledge of thought photography

ennbles him to dimcover m new nnd deapernte scheme of the enrnged Master, vwhile his

scientific arrangement of mirrors defenta the plan of the Diack Order.

Next the Manter

triea mental telepathy, but Dr. Alden sacents the method of nttuck, reverses the process aod

brings disaster to the Hlock Order
in brought fnte play, but defeated

swhile Myra remalns unbarmed.
'Y the nuperlor mind of Myra's protector,

The art of levitation
Fuarloun =t

his fallure the Mumter senda #o “elemental” apirit to lure Myra to ber deuth, but Alden's

departed colleague, Hall, rinesa and folla the scheme,

able plan which in upsucceasful.

EPISODE THIRTEEN
CHAPTER LYV.
The Hatred Impiagnble.
13 ARNEY, I would speak’‘with you!"”
The dilscordant volce rang out
through tha clammy recesses of
the council reom. Arthur Varney arose from
his knees, where with his fellow members
of the Black Order he had been swinging in
rythmic chanting, & part of the welrd ritea
of the Devil Warshippers,

Tha leader of ceremonies had Just opened
a meeting of the c¢vil clan, as the brazen
EONE rang out.

“Yes, master,” answered Lhe clubman, as
he went slowly toward the black velvet cur-
taina which puffed !n the cold breeze of ths
subterannean chambera.

There were three resonant crashes of the
Eong once more, and he enterad.

Into his vision there grew stronger with
the spreading red luminosity the alght of
the gnarled featurea of the zupremas ruler of
the order.

The two exchanged th~ sign of thelr broth-
erhood, thumbs polnting wupward, from
clenched hands, pressed againat either side
of thelr cheeks. The diabolical significance
of this sent a shudder through Varney. The
plercing black syes of his superior did not
mlss the hesitant manner, and the despalring
loo'z upon his human tool of death.

“Look In my oyes, Varney!" was the curt
cop.mrand.

The man ralsed his glance and then drop-

ed the lids, as though he feared that somes
nner weakneas might be diascovered by the
gimlet saharpness of the master's slars,

“Varney, you have beepn brooding of late.
1 know &all you have dore, all that you
have sald, and even your lnnermost thoughnte,
My power is so tremendous that 1 will snow
every weiakness—=~very unfaithful thought
which you have!”

Varney, despite his
started ever so slightly.

The High Master observed,

He rajsed & bhony Hst, clenched until it
looked like the talen of emme omnlvorous
bird of prey., He leaned forward with an evil
course on his thin lips,

“Arthur Varney, woe betide you If you play
false to your oatha to the Black Urder and
10 me, your Maater of Soul and Eterpity!" he
crisd. "You are letting Your passion for this
Eirl, Mym Maynard, weaken your loyalty. 1f
You attempt to betray us I wiil . . *

His lipa drew back over the fang-like
teeth. Ilj:s hand descended toward the cow-
ering man.

*‘Oh, Master! 1 awear that I have obeyed

our every command. But Master, I do love

yra Maynard, She does not !ove mes, but
mhe could learn. My Influence with, her even
now {8 sp Blrong that I would force her to
turn over her fortune to the order,” he ba-
EAn plteously.

How often before had he made this weak
plea in vain, to the indissuadable monster ait-
ting In judgment above him. The horror of
it all was finally borne In his iron nerveas,
Through such frighttul catastrophe had they
been during these past few weeks that he
was ¥lelding to the strain. No'longer did he
belleve the occult promises made by the
Master of a reward of eternal love and ax-
Istence with Myra Maynard Iin mysterious
paradises beyond the grave!

But the supreme ruler of the Black Order
banged upon the richly carved altar with a
furious fist.

“Varney, I have told you once too often
that this cannot be. Myra Maynard |Is

oszessed of a power, which, if she aver
earns to master, it wlll undo me, and our
oider. S8he muet be disposed of. I command

ou to take out all the members of the Black
rder this afternoon, to scour the country,
and leave no opportunity for her to escape.
My will |a supreme here, and at the slight-
ost slgn of your falter I will glve you the
moat horrible punishment whicn the mind of
man can concelve, and which only my art
can administer!”

At thess awful words, the slnister truth
of which Varney understood only too well,
he bowed low.

"1 obey, O, mighty master!" he murmured
weakly. And with a hopelesa droop of his
broad shoulders, hs made o low obeisance,
and btacked, shuddering from the secret room.

Oncée In the general council chamber he
gave directlons to the leader of the cere-
monles, who evidently understood even more
than he the nature of the Master's plans.

But it was part of the cunning ruler's
s2heme to force no other than tha love-lorn
Varney to lead In the cowardly attack upon
the unsuspecting girl. He was certain of his

. dominance with the man, and confident that
his pupposadfl Innocence of any connection
with the evil order would cover the most
daring eplsods of the crime.

Varney and the other members removed
thelir black robes, soon to be hurrying in a
formatlon llke a great net to enclrcle the
unsuspecting girl.

And all- this time Myra was as happy as
a child, In the glorious thrill of Buch weath-
er as would diapell all brooding thoughts of
unaeen fear,

Little did she dream of the treachery of
the man she had promissd to marry.

CHAPTER LVI,
Weoodland Whistle,
in the window of

effort at calmness,

har bed-

- The
Myra stood
rcn:l'rt:r Groprln: corn to the windowaslll, whils

her pet pigeona fluttered and crooned hap-
pily over the treat,

d’m beautifully burnished bird, which ahe
had especially tralned, flaw to her shoulder
and daintlly pecked a plece of corn from the
girl's rossbud lipa.

"Lucky bird!"" called s merry volce from
the garden drive, below at thla Juncture.

“Oh, ils that you, Dr. Alden?" sxclaimed the
girl, blushin preftily, “I did not know that
you had the'horua ready &0 qulckly, I'll be
right down, for I have been dressed for the
rl!o noarly half an hour

.‘l.

The Masxter beginae mnother despic-

Bhe did ride on, and by the time Alden had
adjusted the girth and mounted his horse
she was out of view beyond a curve in the
heavily wooded road.

But ghe was visible to more than ons per-
Bon unseen by her. Among them was Arthur
Varney, struggling agolnst hls heart's own
promptings to bring the girl to destruction.

den galloped after her, Dut came to a
fork in the road. The thoroughf{are was so
heevily verdured op either side of thiz point
that it was impodsible to go along elther
section of the branch more Lhan & hundred
yards, 5

He zluﬁped and
sound of hoof beats,

Myra has conquettiet!y stopped her
behind the first sharp turn to teace

Alden put his fingerz to hiz
whisatldd with a shrill bird note,

He hearkened once rmore 20l
the answer, Sy

He had taught Myra the trick,
the zirl did not master it well.

“There she is” he laugned,
and whistled again.

But this time the whintle came from two
directions at once. He E;.'s-‘-d, wnd then =
vague alarm smote his breasi. Wanat could
be the meaning of this, he poundercd.

Again he made the slinai, anda nromptly
came two answerlng notes, one from tha
right turn of the road and the other (romn
th> opposite slde, The heavy undergrowti
of the winding roadways balled any attemot
to peer through them.

“This Is serlous” he
listened agaln.

Still there was no sound of horse's
upon the ground, and aftar & moment
tatlon he paced madly on to the lef

And as it happened Myra had :inken the
right turn.

Alden rode for fifteen minutes a2s hard
As his panting horse would carry him,

“l1 didn't know sghe could ride fo fast!" ha
exclalmed, angry at the worriment which
it had caused him.

Then, at last, as he eam~ to a long stretch
of open country, from whic!: he could laek
down on n clear view of the higaway,
became ccnvinced tnat he had
wrong fori.

“"Well, I must get back, or Reaven only
knows what may happen to hes." and he
turned his horase, to retraca the :aad flight,
“But that wa2 a curious e&cho. I never heard
one hefore in ruch thiek woods as those"

Meaiiwhile Myrs had blundered upon a

tragedy, for these modern dave ol
*m against everything of the

listened: thers was no

haorse
him,
1ips and

now came

with relle?,

ke

hoofs
lieai-

ne
taken the

CITAPTEDR LVIIL.
The Witceh of the Woods.
A group of bove, with a sturdy, hroa
shouldered bulldok on & leash, were siajdln

=

And he
the groun
to Mpyra's consternation
poatulating old woman.

The girl tapped her nervous steed with
the rlding crop and leaped over the narrow
gully® at the roadslde, speeding into their
midst, just as the blggent boy, evidently the
Ywang bully'” was ralsing his Iimpromptu
cudgel to strike the screaming woman.

One of the boys gave a warning cry and
they scattered, but not befors the indignant
glri had Wellvered a punishing stroke with
the crop on the shoulder of the biggest lad.

“You get away from here, or I will lash all
of yvou! she erled. Her flashing eves and the
Imperious note in her volce gave evidence
to the young murauders that she meant what
she sald. They obeyed with nlaerity, but
hefore they departed with the growling bull-
dog boy nature asserted ltself with a part-
ing verbal shot: .

"You'd better ha careful of tha old witch!

“She’'ll put a spell on you!"

Cther, less Impolite Jeers, followed, but
ns the boy's r‘.!mpiwa--ml Myra rode her horse
up to the tree, and reached up for the tremb-
ling cat on an overhapgzing limb, The animal
vielded to her gentle hund as she 1ifted It
down and turned toward the frightened old
WOMmAnN.

“jiere's tabby, safe and sound. I am sorry
thz ~oys alarmed you." she bagan.

She glld nimbly to tha ground, and stroking
the black fur of the animal, lowered It to the

Bprass. old her  with

The Wm;n:m
cur expression.
S I}?c?ua'rn 3”_\- gnod to an nld woman that

hates!” wera her surprising words.

“Why! 1 don't underatand, I don't believe
that everyone hates you”

The old woraan shonk her head, as
hands trembled with the pitiful paisy of
ireme old age.

Nelther Myra nor she saw two heads,
dear heavy black caps, protruding from
sree trunks & few Vvards to the right,

“aren't you afrald of a witch,” was

ng query.
h”t";r:-;l I'E-u1 hed merrily, as she shook
blonde head.

Lroken branch from
him, and
the ex-

J\Itk:ﬂ up a
. The othera followed
rushed at

regarded a

her
ex-

un-
tha

the

her

mystie.” *

H e

e

o

i

“Not at all. T don't bellava
in such nonsense. IU's only
an excudgs to make fun of
people who have reached tha
ape where they should be re-
specterd and loved.” she re-
sponded. I am not afrald of
You at all"

The old

woman laughed
now, with 1

her wrinkled eyvea
squinting untll they BOAIMN
mere eglits In a leathery face,
Yet there was a pleasant ring
to the merriment,

“You're a aqueer littla girl"”
sha snid, *“Not like mRny nane

Myra and the old woman defend the hud in spite of their Luperding danger.

The physiclan was a handsome figure, -8
he sat astride hls spirited horse, wiith the
uncunscious grace of a born equesirian.
Myra's eyes reflected a little unconscious
Fpark of admliration as she stepped through
th: doorway accompanied by Egr mother,
Mra. Maynerd dld not resist the same
ulse, as the doctor slid to the ground
ielp Myra with her mount,

“"Where are vou golng, dear?"
mother. "“Lo be wvery careful,

a7

“Ten, indeed. Where shall we ride to-day,
Dr. Alden?' asked Myra, holding in her Im-
patient steed with a firm grip of the small
gayntletted fingers.

A2 roda yesterday through the Pine
Woods,” Alden replied. “I believe that if wa
g0 up there wa will enfnv 1t—It's ag wild as
some mountaln trall in Toennesses," !

“Splendid! All right, mother, I'll ba “as
careful as an old maid on & merry-go-round
pony! Good bye!"

And blowing a 'kilss to Mrs. Maynard, she
led the way down the driveway.

S£he had not been gone, with
more than
bzll rang.

It was Arthur Varney, and when Willls
the butler informed him that Myra was not
In he Inquired for her mother. They ex-
changed the usual pleasantries and Varney
ended up with a pollite question as to Myra's
whereabouts.,

“Oh, she |8 out horseback riding with Dr,
Alden. They werae golng up through tha old
Plno Woods sectlon,” answered Mrs, May-
nard. *“It |s such a beautiful day, and she
was not able to reach you to ask you Lo go
along Arthur.”

Myra's mother waa very fond of Varney,
and she felt that she should make some ex-
cuss for the ride with a rival. However,
Varney laughed, albelt with a sharp con-
traction of the eysbrows.

“That's all right. I wil]l try to see her thia
evening; perhapas -we can have a little hand
0{3 bridge after dinner,’” he remarked agree-
ably.

“Splendld!"" sald Mra., Maynard "Come
early and take dinner with us, Now ¥you
must promise.”

VYarney did yield, before he rang off, but
he had sora miagivings. Hes hurriedly tele-
phoned the High Master of the location of
the girl and within a few minutes two
speedy automoblles were racing up to head
off the ynsuspecting palr of aquestrians,

The ride was a welcoms relief to the phy-
glelan, who had been working unusually
hard in his psyehle laboratory, and over
some scientific articles which hs had under
preparation for a well known magazine.

And go they cantered along, enjoying the
twittering of the birds, the thrill of the
warm sun, and the almost Intoxlcating per-
fume of woodland and flowery stretch of
roadside, { :

They did not observe that more than once
& sinister face peered out from behind a tree
or shrub as thtiv assed,

But, finally, Alden became aware that hils
saddle girth was becoming allghtly loosened.
He called to Myra, drew up his mount and
vaulted to the ground.

“Just a minuts, Myra, he sald. 'T'll fix
this and be with you right away."”

The girl laughed back.

“No, I'll ride on and you wlill have to do
unn!':o fancy horsemanship to catch up with
mel* /

im-
to

asked her
now, won't

her escort,
ten mlnutéa when the telephons

Alden was dlamayed.

“Don‘t ride on!" he called, "Walt for me!"

His tone was almost imperlous, and mald-
en-lilce, Myra resented it. with a pout, .

at the foot of a big tres.

As Myra, irritated at Payeson Alden's ap-
parent stupidity in followlng her raced along
the roadway she caught a sucdden view of
this little tableau.

“8le 'im, Tige;" eried ons lad.

Myra brought her horse to a stop; it was
simple feminine curlosity. But a sweeter

I've seen for, oh, s0 muny
years. I may not be a witeh,
but I ean do somothing nica
for you!"

“What Is that?” asked Myra, eagerly.
vou: teil my fortune? Can 3you
I'am going to marry?"

nd she held out her soft, while palm,
after impetously jerking off her gauntlet.

The old crone shook her gray heusd wlith

nother cackle,

“That's what all girl’'s want to know.

an
t=il me who

It's

Dengzer seemed far away,

feminine. Instinet, the rympathy for the
weaker In a struggle, promptad her to ride
up a minute later, after.ghe saw a pathctic
little scene snacted.

An old woman, stooped af shoulder and
with a rAgged cloak about her werazenad
shoulders, rushed out of a small frame iouse
nearby. \

“You let that cat alone!" she crled to the
youngsters,

"Oh‘, the cat's up a tres, What do wo
care?’ cried the largest boy of the croup.
“Let's beat up the old wiich, for luclkl”

easy to tell thinga llke that when you have
my power,” and she started toward|the door
of the little house, followed by the black
cat, which arched Its backK as it brushed
agalnst the hem of the long brown skirt.

As Myra looked at her she realized that
the unfortunate old creaturs dld Indead re-
semble the drawings of witches which she
had secn in old story books In childhood's
sreduloun days.

“But, I'd not teall a nice girl about the
future. If It's sad news It's better not to
know It. And If it's good news, It'sa nlcer
to be surprised,” sha mumbled and shoolk her

ispiring Novel
lotionPictureDrama

toothless

once

Jaw wizely. "But I was young
myself, vou know. And I can show

1 =ome one who has always been young—
only the young belleve in them—and only
the young In innocence and goodnesas can
see them agaln, except me!”

Myra followed her, fascinated.

“Why, what do you mean?' shas asked.

“I can show you the real fairlea!”

Myra amliled, doubtfully, but the old
woman shook a talon-finger, a8 she paused
at the door.

“You don't believe It, but will until T get
some of the Falry Salve, and I'll rub it on
your arm and prove It to vou."

Myra could hardly hellave her ears. Now,
she guessed that the strange old woman was
demented, but bafore she had returnad to
her horse the door opened again and she
reappeared.

This time sha bors a queer white jar iIn
her hands.

“It's nearly all gon=!" cackled the old lady,
“but;, you were good to me and my tabby-cat.
I'' let you have a llttle. Roll up your
gleave.”

The skinny finger was acraping at the
bottom of the jar Myra hesitated, but her
gtrange companion nodded emphatically.

“Don't ba afrald. I wouldn't hurt you.
I don’t hurt any one. Just try it and seeal"

She Insisted, and Myra, almost against har
will wyielded to the plercing domlinance. of
those supernaturally bright old eyes. The
old woman rubbsd and rubbed, upon the
soft white flesh of her forearm.

TWhether It was the vislon, under some
strange form of hyvpnotlsm, or some other
occult manifestation of which nelther &he
nor Alden could ever find out, something be-
gan to dance about, In the tender green
blades of the grass at her feet. Then other
little smeatures joined in the merry-making.

And to Myra's firm belief—despite the un-
reality of t, deaplte thes bright sunlight and
her conviction that here, in the glorious
woods, of all placea she could have no hal-
lucinations-—the fairles actuanlly danced bas-
fore her on the little atretch of green turf!

CHAPTER LVIII,
The Spell of Witcheraft.

There was the wound of thundering hoof-
haats upon the roadway, and Alden's steed
dashed up.,

“Thank Heavens!" muttered the physician,
dispounting and walking toward thils peace-
ful duo—Myra, atanding allently wlith fas-
cinited eyves as she walched the grass, and
the old woman at her aside.

“Let's go home and let well enough alone,”
he said.

Alyra wasa offended at
curiness, and she bowed
quaint old' person.

“I'll come back some time, if I may, and
learn some more,” shoe declared, The old
wieman waved her hand strangely In the alr,
und smiled as though in some sort of silent
blessing. She turned to entar the little hut.

"l dom’t think you ‘ought to take such
risga,” said Alden.

“Arter all your
should have learned
like the look In that old hag's eyea!"

Myre was now truly offended, as only a
girl can be offended by the man she likes.

‘Il don't care Lo be #colded. You missed
something very wonderful. And 1 want to
g0 home myself, now,” she sald, haughtily.

They turned baeck on thes roadway. She
was silent for awhlile.

""Oh, look, there's the little rallroad sta-
tion which I passed on thie way here from
the fork. There Is a poor telegraph operator
who was sound alseep in there when I came
up.''

“He will have a wreck on the road. He
cught Lo be careful!” observed Alden.

“Paor fellow, 1 did wake him up and told
Lhim not to go asleep again. Ile sald that
his assistant was sick and he had to work
twenty-four hours a day until they EgoL n
new man.
she rode
the window

what =eemad his
politely to the

oceult experiences you
the danger. I dldn't

toward the station,
and then jumped down to the
plaetferm, walking toward thae door.

irten Tollowed her in surprise.
CUVWake up, sir. You might lose your po-
#ition If any one found yYou Aalseep again,”
siald Myra, touching his shoulder kindly,

“Ooh, thank you, miss,"” and the tired young
operator rubbed his eyes, "I''n so sorry, but
I'm so tired.”

Alden smiled sympathetically.

“1'l1 tell you how to make an alarm clock.
Hald that tin pan In your hand, whan you
pet droway and nod. And If you go to slesp
yoeu will wake up when it falls on the floor,’”
he sald with o serlous tene in his volce.

The operator looked at hlm incredulously,
laughed, and then promlsed to try Ilt. e
had six more hoursa of duty bafore {tim.

“If you go to sleep again I'll haunt you,”
teased Myra.

Alden and M
ing whont had
old woman.

When they reached Myra's home Alden
dizmounted to help her down. They had been

© parhaps a couple of hours,
must feed my plgeons agpin before 1
iet tha groom take the horse,” she sald. She
ted up rome crushed corn and began to
the birda once more, as Alden watched
Ath an admiring glance.
“hy, look what thls pigeon has on Its
rxclalmed Myra, In surprise., aa ahe
picked up one which had it on her shoulder,

It ¢earrled a finely written note attached to
one of ity legs, with a small sllver wire.

Myra read It., Then she chuckled.

".?lm must be o wibkch! Look what she
said!"

Alden read the mlsslve Incredulously, It
was serawled over a tiny drawing of an old
woman, with & witch's hat, riding a broom-
stick.

“If you want more of the Witek's olntment
come te-night!" (t eald.
A remaln home

Imperiously.

“I'll do just a8 I please, sir—you =are be-
coming a dictator, and [ don't like you!"
cried ¥ra. She walked into the house |n
a huff, with her pretty head up in tha air.
Alden walted for a farewell and then laugh-
ingly mounted his horse to go home.

Or the road he passed Arthur
driving hia new automoblle. The two men
barely nodded, As soon as Alden was out of
sight Varney drove Into the AMaynard es-
tate, arnd hurried up the portico stepa. Myra
was changing to her dinner gown, and Mrs.
Maynard apoke about the curlous message
on the foot of the pigeon. Varney dismissed

peered into

ra rode on then, littla know-
happened at the home of the

to-night!" cautioned

Varnay,

|

It as the joke of som=a friend, and Mrs. May<
nard left him alone for a few minutes. He
cavght up the telephone receivar, assured
that no one was within earshot.

“Hello, is thia you, Mazter?' ha whispared,
whken his number had bean obtained. "Our
man caught one of her plgeons and I ses It
haa returned, ‘with a queer message.”

“Good, Varney. That was from me.
her to the Witch's house, up In ths
Woeds when she asks tn go to-night.
wlll get he: there. Do not betray
truat!’

And he hung up the recalvar. Varnesy did
not know that two of the Black Order had
sprung out of the woods after Myra's das-
partuire from the old woman's house, and
forced her to tell about tha olntment, but
was mors terrifled than ever of the Mas.
ter's cunning.

After dinner that night, Mrs. Maynard ra<
tired early, leaving Varney,and Myra to-
gether.

The girl then told of her desira to visit
the old woman's places once more. Ha tried,
oddly enocugh, to dissuade her, but sud-
denly, over her shoulder in the reflection of
the window, he seemed to see a vision of the
High Master, with the thumbs upturned on
elther side of the evil face. He waakened,
and agreed to take her In his machine.

'l"her sped out along the road, at Myra's
direction, untll after half an hour's rids thay
found the clearing.

Myra dismounted with agllity from ths
throbbing car. As she did so Varney slipped
a revolver into the girl'a hand. :

“You -may need this” he muttarsd, and
forced her to slip it Into the pocket of her
automobile coat. Then h#4 trambled at his
own treachery to the Black Ordepn

The girl hurried toward tha door of thes
Iittle house. A dim light shona through a
window. As shes knockasd four maaked men
sprung. from the roadside upon Varnesy and
pretended to struggle. Then they rushed at
the girl, who had atepped within,

“lI recelved your message,” eoxclalmed
Myra, as sha peered about the dimly lit ex-
tarlor. “I came for the olntment, as you told
me to do."”

The old woman aroses stiffly from the cot
upon which she had been lying. I

“IL I8 a trick! I dldn't sand for you,” she
cried, affrightadly. Outside were volces, and
the crone sprang toward the door to swing
it shut, and ‘bar It. Rough hands wars
pounding at the portal; the man were de-
mandinf admittance. The two women satood
qulet, In thelr terror. Then some heavy
beams or ladder, Myra could not tell which,
began to bang rythmically agalnat the doorg
the intruders were using It as a battering
ram.

Myra remembered the revolver which Var-
ney had slipped to her. She drew it from her
pocket and Ored three times In rapid suec-
cesflon. At the last report thara was a ory
of angulsh from the other side of the wood-
en‘ door, Then gllencs indicated a temporary
retreal. :

"They will rveturn,” sald tha old woman.
“When they do, I will show you how to es-
cape, for you wers kind to an old witch
INke mal™

Myra sank weskly Into a chalr as her com-
panlon patted her shoulder and then her
foreheand, soothingly. The girl'a body sud-
denly seemed to hecomea lifeless. Far off In
the telegraph statlon the drowsy operator,
nodding onece mora, seemed to behold a
vislon of the same yYoung woman who had
chlded him that afierncon. She seemad to
lean over his shoulder, thig falr apparition,
to write a message on the top blank of a
maungn pad on the desk befora him. Un-
conscfbusly he began to tick-tlck the name
and address, then the message, as he saw it
written, sending It along the wire to the
next station.

As he finlshed the aspirit vanished and he
woke with a start. The tin pan dropped
nolally en the floor, and he rubbed his eyes.

"I wonder If that was a dream?' muttered
the operator. He looked at the pad of tele-
graph blanks In front of him. But there was
no messaga written upon the yellow shaets.

However, Dr. Aldan had recelved a teles-
Eram, transmitted for speed frem the re-
celving office by telephone. The message
read: "I am In the Witch's house. Save me.
Myra.”

The physaleian hurrledly called up the po-
ljce etatlon, located In the suburbs near this
lonely address. The captaln promised action,
with his reserves, at once.

Alden summoned a taxicab, armed himaself,
and was soon speading throufzh the dark
streets, toward the rustic hlghway ovar
which he had ridden so carefres that after=-
n
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Within the hut Myra had returned to con-
aciousneas, under the old woman's adminls-
trations.

An sha rose, exhauted from her curlous
trance, she snifMfed suspiclously,

“Whalt's that? Something Is burning!" she
exclaimed. The old woman ran to the other
slde of the llttle house, felt the wooden wall
and walled hopelessaly.

"They have set fire to thla side,” shs ex-
calmed, “If we run out they will catch us.
They threatened my life this afternoon when
you left and now they will k11l me surely.”

“l have & seacret passage here by which we
may escApe; follow me'” She ralsed some
‘boards and dlsappeared into a dark hole.

Myra obeyed, and was ascon crawling on
hards and knees through a shallow, roughly
excavated tunnel. After five minutes or more
#ho was relleved to breath the fresh night
air agaln. They had reached the mouth of
tha passage and emerged in & clump of
Iu‘vy underbruah,

"Come now-—run!" cried the old woman,
Bha mades away with the sama surprising
alacrity which Myva had observed before.

But dark forma In the woodland espled
them Bhots were fired, and the old woman
dropped eautlously to her Kkneea. Myra
erouched down as well, her beating heart
threatening to betray thelr whereabouts,

“llon't move—I'll beglamour tham so that
we wlill look like trees to them!" sald the old
woman, making some curious passes with
her hands in the directlon of their pursuers.
At her command, Myra lay flat upon the
ground while the old woman crouched.

Four men, weapons In hand, rushed to-
ward them. Then they stoppsd.

“Nothing but a fallen tres and a stump!”
cried one of them, polnting at Myra and her
aged protector. *I could have sworn that
they wera the two women.'

On the roandside, Alden, with several po-
licemen, was rushing toward tha faming
house, His heart sank as he saw the walls
cave in with a great shower of angry sparks
shooting skyward.

“Too late!" he muttered.
ceeded!™

With the Lluscoats he ran toward the
house, to do what he could-—ineffectual as has
felt It would be,

Suddenly, from the thick woodland, behind
the rulned hut, he heard the plercing scream
of A woman.

He dashed In that directlon, followed by =
police officer. He flrad polnt blank at two
men who opposed him, and they melted away
in the darkness.

Ha almost tumbled
etill lying upon

“They have suc-

over Myra, who was
the ground. He saw thres
other figures just cdisappearin ahead of
them; but the safety of the geloved girl
came first. He caught her up Iin his arms,
She had fainted. He bore her in his arms te
the automoblle, where she regained cone
sclousness, to inquire about her protectress.

"“The police have found no one In the
woods"” answered Alden., “Heaven help the
old soul."

"The man had just recognized her when
&he screamed,"” explalned Myra, “and he
struck her with a knifa! Oh, it was dread-
ful, but what can have ‘become of Arthur
Varney ™

An ‘officer just walked over to them with
Varney at his sida limping noticeably. Tha
latter had been found in hla own automo-
birs gagged and bound. 1t was a perfect
allbl, and vet Alden llstenad to the story
with o growing distrust. At Myra's I(nsist-
ence he rofdae back home with her in Varney's
machine. She recounted the whola story to
him, and told of her dream., Alden surprised
her with the account of the telagram,

“And yet they say that dreams are never
true,” he remarked. “We will have a whole
lot to Investigate, before wa understand all
of thia night's work!"

He waa right. 'Even mors surprlaes svere

to come!
To Be Continued,




